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An Ode Compoſed for FR Noble cor of 
S U C4 4 


ParticulF# for the A@rricuLTurIan Lopcr, 
Held at the Lebect's Head in the Strand. 


RaeciTtarivs. 
ARS r. at the ſwelling blaſt of cds hom. 


E * His ſportive ſons, roſy as the morn, 
nf Wipe bn. with the ſtrain. 
Am. Tue, Rule Brittania. 
So like the hardy ſons of yore 
Who are at Nimrod"s high command: 
Shall modern Bucks, with loud encore, 
Re-eccho to the Noble Grand : 


And this ſhall ever be our lay, 
Great and Noble we Obey. 


With hopes ealiy*aing, hail the genial plain : 


Tho* not alone to ſports confin'd, 
Health: 
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Tt warms the body, chears the mind, 
And induſtry produceth wealth. 
To meadows yet un-plough'd repair, 
Let Ac aicur runs be our care. 


RzsciTaTivE. f { 
Or when the ſocial bowl, or gen'rous g'afs, 
Inſpires the toaſt with ſome delicious laſs ; 
Let order thro, the jocand band preſide. 
And ſence and rea ſon ev'ry action guide. 


Ain. Ture, In fancy, 

And when to chant, the ſoul's inclin'd, 

Wich mirth or high rencwn ; 
Let innocence, with freedom join d, 

Our various paſtimes crown : 
Let concord too, with beamy (miles, 

From ev'ry eye impart ; | 
care or fear beguiles, : 
It chears the human heart. 


RaciTATIve. 
To Nimrod then we'll lift the goblet high, : 
An] waft his praiſes to the vaulted sky. 


Arn. Tune, Cod ſave the King, 


Taſte that felicicy, 
Mirth and feftivity, 
Time can't deſtroy 4 


Bleſt with thy preſence, we | 
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SSS io ß D-S- >> 
A CANTATA. 


RacrrarTive, 

IM OLE with clean basket pil'd of lucious ſhrimps, 

One ev'ning took her ſtand mong Sadler's Nymphe; 
And as the roll'd about her ogling eye, 
She ſaw her lov'd Tarpaulin paſſing by; 
She ran, and on his ſhoulder clap'd her hand, 
Crying. Dear Thomos, I command you, ant 
Tom all aghaſt ! lug'd out his quid in haſte, 
And having ſpung'd his gills the nymph embrac'd ; 
Upon her pouting breaſts enraptur d hung, 
And as his paſſion moy'd him, thus be ſung. 


Ain. Tane, Come and lien to my ditty. 
Deareſt Molly how I love thee, 
No one knows but him above ; 
Cou'd | ever once but move thee, 
Ever after thou wou'd love : 
Do not think that I'll trapan thee, 
For | am a Britiſh boy 3 
Deareſt Moll, let me but Man thee, 
And II fill thy heart with joy, 


RecitarTive- 
Moll thinking this the time her prize to gain, 
With heaving breaſts and ſighs, ſome aan highs 
Then ſung in blubber'd accents to the ſwain. 


Ain. Tune, Where ſhall Celia fly for fbelter. 
If you thus attempt to woo me, 
Can you any love pretend ? 
For you ſeek but to undo me, 
You my virtue ſhou d defend : 
Think if now you ſhould deceive me, 
How foriorn wou'd be my caſe, 
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You ſhall ſeaf your 5!) believe me, 
Let the | arſon t (ay grace. 


RerciTaTiIVE, 
Tom, full of ſove, as we'l a+ full of cale, 
Swore the nex mo he'd war- ven his foul ; 
Then lug'a out a p ſe yell boys to win her, 
To let him taſte, b 'ore ite w-dding dinner ; 
As from his hard. the firing gold ſhe drew, 
With blythſome ar her long ihe did renew. 


Arn 
Now Thomas you've done what will pleaſe me for life, 
You may uſe me to night ke a new married wife ; 
But of this be you ure, | ſhall pocket the coin, 
If you te fick of your bargain I'm not fick of mire, 


Let the maid when ſhe's tempted my maxims purſue, 
And make ſure of the thing that ſhe has in her view : 
The purſe firings will ho'd when all other things fauiter, 
Lead your man with theſe, fate as thief in a halter. 


Signior T-ND-CC-'s, WEDDING. 
Y E bucks and ye bloods, and ye well powder'd ſmarts, 
Who make fuch wide breaches in ſoft female hearts ; 


Leave off your vs in boaſting, your idle bravado, 
Ard lower your ils to jolly Caſtrado, 
4 W 2 Derry Down, Ee. 


What tho' on his perſon you've laid an embargo, 
Let us found his praiſes in full ſwelling Largo; 


Whoſe bates, and whoſe graces, whoſe trilis, and whoſe quavers, 


Have bumm'd meſt completely our ſage cunning ſhavers, 


Fair Manſel lov'd mufic, papa to inſtruct her, 
T-nd cc retain' d as a proper condutter ; 


— 
a 
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For why ? he ſuppar'd in his leſſons no crime, 
Since tho” girls will Play he could only count time, 


But mark the event how hi wiſdom was vain, 

The wench had ſtrange crotchers a- float in her brain; 
Her maſter this ſaw, and refolv'd on time put. 
Since ſhe was fo arp for, to lay her down far. 


His paſſion in fine broken accents expreſs'd, 
He boldly requeſted he'd go to the prieſt ; 

The fair one conſente i not doubting as vet. 
Who tung ſuch fine Sad cou'd play a Duett. 


Ah! mortals how blind, how unccnciovs of fate, 
T-nd-cc- of this will repent when too late; 

So fondly careis'd, ns a dear a@moro/o, 

What devil bewitch'd him to turn carro . 


The rites now confirm'd, all expecting the bride, 
In tranſports with Hymen ind:;gnant deny'd ; 
Come, Forte, ſhe cry d. but ipoute anſwerd ah no! 
Mine flute it vill never play more den Pians. 


Oh doleful diſaſter! kind Cupid defend as, 
From ſuch a Hiatus Magnopre Defi-ndus ; 
When Manſel expected the ſpr gh ly corranto, 
The wretch put her eff w'th a poor am tante. 


Poor girl ſhe ne er dream't he'd a been ſich 2 negro, 
As to cheat a nne laſs who was 4, L, Allee ro: 

But new that her nop:ials have turn d out but ſo ſo, 
J fear dui ing life ſt.e muſt be pen/ero/o. 


Ye fair of Hibernia foft empire of love, 
With care itele& youths who love's Joys can improve: 
Ne'er truſt Roman Pipes which will woetully fail ye, 
Bet chuie good ſtout Hantbeys of Liilk vhillale. 
Derry down, &e. 


eSTATE 


s !] 
STATE JOCKEYS. 


Tune, Cæſar and Pompey. 


WI A Ta noi'e bos there been and a fad conſterna tion, 
Abou: the ſtate Jockeys that Jockey the nation; 

Ide inns and the outs, ups and down are meer races, 

Are all Jockey like, whip, to get the beſt places, 

And he that's thrown out in his fall doth harangue Sir, 

And ſays all before him deſerves to be hang d Sr, 


The hindmoſt condemns what the foremaſt is doing, 

And ſay: that wrong meaſures are daily perſueing 8 

Tia twenty to one were he in the ſame Sir, 

With him that complains wou'd be juft the ſame caſe Sir, 
For 'tis nothing but gamb'ling, and thoſe that remark it, 
Wou d find as much Jockeying at court as Newmarket. 


When the Scots into England thro' Wales got admiſſion, 
And G—— 2 great favours beſtow'd on North Bruon, 
The whiggs were with envy and Jealouſy ſwelling, 

To fee thoſe careſs'd who before were rebelling, 

Twas that provok'd #7/4es that ſore aggravation, 

For which he was Jockey'd quite out of the nation. 


There is not a ſtateſman among the whole band Sir, 
But ſays that he acts for the good of the land Sir, 

Vet plain is it ſeen that thele patriot pretenders, 

ho boaſt themſelves Engliſh men's glorious defenders, 
Do talk, and talk only, but faith the main plan Sir, 
Is to put in their pockets as much as they can Sir. 


In tke'e famous guardians cur truſt wer'e repoſing. 
Who tell us fine Hories before they are choſen : 

They tawn on the foclifh and gull the unthinking, 
Aad come on the bind tice of thoſe who love drinking 
Ard when they have purchas'd us this is the cale Sir, 
They (ell us again for a (cren years leaſe Sir. 


\ 
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Theſe theſe are the maxims our rulers are prone to, 
Which all honeſt men are aham'd for to own to ; 
| Nay even the B — ps will lean to theſe notions, 


And Barter their bible for worldly promotions, 
Now wer'd be the Damage if al! the 8 —e Legion, 
Weite ſent in a whirlwind to Belzebub's Region. 


The GHOST. 
Tune, Stick a Pin there, 


\ I TH C@eaddy and mamma I liv'd in a cet. 


Who kept me 2 nag who would amble and trot ; 
Fach week to the market it tell to my ſhare, 


To go wich their butter and eggs, and ſuch ware, 
Cborut, eggs and ſuch ware, Ce. 


Now ſeventeen ſummers had pa{'d o'er my head, 
When a rumour abcut ail the village was fpread ; 

I hat a lane not 2 rcod from our houſe at the molt, 
Was baunted with tome:hing they (aid was a ghoſt. 


My mother berſe lf never ſcrupled to ſwear, 

In her youth ſhe'd een ghott's, that ſhe knew what they were; 
Jo order d my father, as ſte rul'd the roaſt, 

Jo go ia my Acad leaſt I ſhuld meet the ghoſt, 


Thes baulk'd of my ride l was vext in my mind, 


And reſolv'd come what wou't | the mirth out wou'd find, 


So one ev 'ning crept out when | found a clear coaſt, 
And pcep'd Gown the late to diicover the ghoſt, 


When who ſhou'd I ſee coming ſaunt'cing along. 
But Collin the (wain who was finging a fon ; 
ITnen waving his hand as he leant o'er a poſt, 
He becken'd, I went, as | knew him no ghoſt. 


He preſs'd my hand gen ly and led me along. 
kr lows ant lilen'd well pleas'd with bis ſong ; 
b 
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He kiſs'd till my cheeks were as warm as a toaft, 


Then pt in my hand what he ſaid was a ghoſt. ' 
My heart beat as if't woud come out of my breaſt, 
Then cla(p'd his arm: round me and eagerly pre's'd, ' 


He threw me down gently while breathleſs al moſl, 
Icry'd oh! for ſhame, I--m afraid of the ghoſt. 


Such raptures before I ne'er felt I proteſt, 

W hile he ſqueez'd me and kits'd both my lips and my breaſt ; 
He tumbled and tofs*d me from piilow te pol, 

I'm ſure that I fell quite bewitch'd with the gholt. 


For fear of miſtruſt then I got home with ſpeed, 
My mother ſhe never had miſe'd me indeed ; 

So inſtead of my ſupper my ale and a toaſt, 

I nightly attend and 1 lay Collins ghoſt. 


SALLY. A Song in ec mmer dation of Miſs Br inlet, humbly 
inſcribed to the Slang Maſters General 
Tune, The Moon was Pendulous above. 


YE butchers of Fleet Market who, b 
With marrow bones and clee— wers ; | 

To downright Engliſh ears out do, 

Italian airs and quawers : 

Your chorus vile [ fing the fair, 

Vith vhom you'd viſh to dally, 

Let no man then preſume to wrong, 

Of her due praiſes Sally. 


+ 


Of all your beef and mutton ; 
Vith ſuch a girl to rule the roaſt, 
J fear you'd play the glutton: 
Her comely modeſty and grace, 


4 4 


No fleſh more oleſome can you boaſt, 


Vou'd make you caſt ſheeps a pace, 
On ſuch a girl as f/. — 


Whaj 


And vit vithal to tally, | 


— + 
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What tho' in omely cleanlineſs, 

She vears plain ſtuffs and pinners ; 
She helps to make the beds and dreſs, 
For publicans and finners : 

She's more deſerwing of 2 

Then ſhe who liv'd in alley, 

Let no man then preſume to wrong 


The Lamb that bleeds beneef you knife, 
Herinnccence reſembles ; 

Vot vould you give for ſuch a viſe, 

To ower look yoar ſhambles : 

Be rich as Jerry, true as his ſteel, 

Vith ſo much vorth to tally, 

But keep your breath to blow your Weel, 
But blow no more on Sal. 


The PoL1T1CAL Bag Piper. 
Dui capit ille facit. Tune, Flowers of Edinburgh. 


RA' Jonny Boot was a bonny muckle mon, 
F a' Scotland he came with his broad (word in hand: 
He came at the head of a bra” bonny clan, 
Who the de'el cou d his muckle muckle ſuit withſtand : 
He looked ſo neat, 
And his kiſſed ſo ſweet, 
That a dame of renown ſoon gave ear to his ſuit ; 
Then his pipe he lug'd out, 
And you need not to doubt, 
But in concert he play'd— with her German Flute. 


Quoth he bonny laſſie, your flute gangs weel, 
And keeps gude time wi” my bagpipe clear: 
Sic muſic as this. can ſurely never fail, 


In time to accord with an Engliſh ear; 


For what muſic ſo tweet, 
Or what harmony comp eat, 
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As the Bagyioe join'd with the German Flute; 
ben turning up her eyes. 
The muckle dame replies. 
When the Bagpipe's play d by my brave John a Bcot. 


Play away bonny lad I have good ſtore of gold, 
Your bag ſhall be full white your pi can play; 
You ne'er ſhall return to a climate o cd, 
For your kiff-s are warmer and ſweeter than may: 
Quoth he do aot mourn, 
For I ne'er will return. 
W hile here | can taſte of the golden fruit ; 
Then hi- pipe he eſl.y'd, 
And ancther lilt he play d, 
In concert ſweet with her German Flute, 


Aw:y veu Fngl.ſh fon!ls, you ro more ſhall pretend, 
In muſic io vie with a bynny Higblard Mon; 
No more thali the aſſes of Frgland commend, 
The fam'd frith jigg when compar'd wich my John: 
For a quick merry ſtrain, 
That evolivens cach vein, 
Who the de'i] with a Scotchman ſhall e'er diſpute : 
Tho” his Bazpipe alone, 
Has too much of the drone 
And of needs mut be join'd with the German Flute. 


Come on bony lade hen with pleaſure advance, 
Your poor empty {crips and your waliets difown ; 
John a Boot bears the bell. and icads up the dince, 
Ja te grand maſquerade at th thiſtle aud crown : 
There ſweetmeats ard wine, 
Shall intreat you to dine. 
Your hunger aſſuage and your ipirits recruit; 
Whi'e more ſeſt to the ear, 
Hark the Bagrire ſo clear. 
In concert reſounds to the German Flute, 


| 
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A fine Engliſh fiddle accords : the train, 
A better ſure never was play'd on before : 
The French Horn at a diſtance wou'd join it amain, 
And the Spaniſb Guitrar play an over:ure in icore ; 
But woe o the land, 
If they Join in the 5and, 
Soon the fiddle would be bro ce ang the ſiddleſtick to boot : 
For an Engl ſtimar born, 
Shou' d diſpite che french Horn, 
Tho' his ears may be tickled with a German F ute. 


The Drunken FUNERAL. 


Tune, Sand round then my boys, 


T the fign of the horſe. old ſpintey- of courſe, 
Each night took his pipe ani his pot. 
O'er a cup of brown gap quite pleatant and h 299, 
Was plac'd this canomcal ot. 
Fai de rol, E.. 


The evening was dark. when in can: the clerk, 
With reverence die and ſubiectio n; 

He ftrok'd his cravat and al d round his hat, 
And bowing preſerv'd his petition. 


I'm come fir ſays he to, beg. look d'ye ſee, 


Of your re» rend worthip and g'ory, 


To interr a poor bavyy with as much ſpeed as may be, 
And Ii walk with the lanthorn betete you. 


The body we ll bury, but pray where's the hurry, 
Why lord fir the corpſe it does ſtay. 


Way you fool you may gueſe, ſince micacles ceaſe, 
A copie. Moles can't run away. 


Then Moſes be fmil'2, fa; ing fir a (mal! child. 


Ca' long fr delay ; our intentions; 


Why 
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Why that's true by St Paul, a child that is fmall, 
Can never enlarge its dimenſions. 


Give Moſes ſome beer, and give me ſome d'ye hear. 
I hate to be call'd from my liquor ; 

Come Moſe+ the King, tis a ſcandalous thing, 

S.ch a ſubject ſhould be but a vicar, 


Then Moſes be ſpoke, Sir tis paſt twelve o'clock, 
B/ fides there's a terrible ſhower ; 

Why Moſes you elf, (fince the clock has truck twelve) 
I am ſure it can't never ſtrike more 


Befides my dear friend, this leſſon attend, 

Which to ſay and to ſwear ['ll bebold ; 

Let the corpſe ſnow or rain, can't endanger that's plain, 
But perhaps you or I may catch cold. 


But Moſes went on, the clock has ſtruck one, 
Pray maſter look up at the hand; 

Why it ne'er can ſtrike leſs, tis a folly to preſs, 
A Man for to go that can't f and. 


At lergth hat and cloak, Old Orthodox took, 
But firtt cramꝰd his jaw with a quid: 

Each tols'd off a gill, for fear they ſhov'd chill, 
And then ſtagger d away fide by fide. 


When come t the grave, the clerk hum'd a ſlave, 
While the ſurplice was wrapt round the prieſt ; ( 
W here fo droll was the fig»re, of Moſes and vicar, 
That the pariſh ft Il tak of the jeſt. 


Good people lets pray, put the corpſe tother way, 
Pernaps | may over it ſtumble; 
Tia beſt to take care, tha' the ſages neclare, 

A Mortuum caput can't tremble. | 
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Woman that's born of man, that's wrong, the leaf 's torn, 
Oh! man that is born of a woman; — 
Is cut down like a flower, can't continue an hour, 

You ſee Moſes death ſpare:th no man. 


Here Moles pray look, what a confounded book, 
Sure the letters are turn'd upũde down ; 

Such a vilianous print, ſure the devil is in't, 

This Bakete ſhov'd print for the Crown- 


Here Moſes, you read, for I cannot proceed, 

Come bury the corpſe in my ſtead; 

Amen, amen, Moſes your wrong, prythee fool hold your tongue 
You have taken the tail for the head, 


True where's thy ſting death, give the corpſe to the earth, 
Believe me tis terrible weather ; 
So the corple was interr'd, without praying a word, 


And home they both ſtaggard together, 


A new Song on an Old Boot: Written ex- 
tempore on being deſir d to ſay ſomething 


on the Subject. 
Tune, Stand round then my Boys* 


AKE a ſong cn a boot, loci how can I do't, 
"Tis a wondurtul task | declare; 

Tho” it ſpur's up my wit. my muſe cannot yet, 
Aſcend to it's {.,vereign merit. 


Foll de roll Ae. 


To what does't belong, ay this in my ſong, 

This boot to be lure has an owner ; 

That it's vorth will be known, I dare venture a crown, 
Is now in the high road to honour. 


Boot's rich cn my life, thank his good Engliſh wife, 
And kird fortune which put him upon her, 
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Let him pocket her wealth but why ſhouid the elf, 
Endeavour to pocket our hovuur. 


In tlie rule of perſpeQive this boot is pr ojetvive, 
Ard clear oc in each pont of! h. 
There is none n i. lation, c au be nation, 


To bring obſcure objects to liga. fr. 


Though his artiſt's we roaſt. they have each got a po?, 
If they ftir they are muc le to b me; 

For if they keep quit, and rot breed a riot 

1 keie is nobody know: th:y've a tame. 


As to gennius theſe ellows. %is quite dead they tell us, 
In p aue « f the nent: they're ſtubborn; 

While we laugh it our fleeve a: the prices they give, 
For the antique product ut a modern, 


As the Thiftle is found cn goed Engliſh ground, 
It's ſeed to ſcatter ard pred, 

Un'ef: the land: m..fter. to top the diſaſter 

In infacy knock.: off che head. 


Thos a Scotchman when once, he can get in his ſcorce, 
Avd wriggle h:mlelt into power ; 

All his Kindred be'll muſter, u hich hang in a cluſter, 
Like locuſts co ſpread and devour, 


Butto end my fong, which is rather too long, 
But is ſtill very ſhort of Boot's merit; 
Yet who ihe verle hits, or the b ue Bonnet fits, 
We grant him tull power to wear it. 


A NewSONG. Tune. If o'er tbe cruel Tyrant Love. 


PREncath a flow'ring hawthorn wee 
On violet bed reclin'd ; 

My guiltieſs hea-t in extacy, 

1 give © Aaland, 


* 
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Whoſe cheek the roſe's blub di'plays, 
Her neck the Jeſſamine blow: 

Her eyes out ſhines Aurora's rays, 
With boſom cold as ſnow. 


For the unkind my ſuit denies 
My Jealous love diſd3ins ; 
Wich ſcornful tongue the heart decries, 


Oh ! Cupid pierce her ſtubborn heart, 

Or reinſtate my own; 

Draw from my breaſt the wrankling dart. 
Or join us both in one. 


R Oving lover, i'dly vain, 
never eaſy, never free; 
Alwaysin the harlots chain, 
Boatting phantom liberty. 


V-grant papion, wild career, 
Pregnant with the worſt of Ills ; 
Submiſſi ve tothe Sirens Tear, 


Pois nous drops that virtue kills. 


Pe wiſe then in time, er the winter of life. 
Makes repentance ard folly alligd ; 

The fetters of Hymen are ne'er bound with firife, 
When Cupid doth mutually guide. 


The Maid's Invocation. 
Tune, Deareſt Creature, Ee. 
DEarett Johnny 
Blith and bonny. 


Pity a poor maidens caic ; 


C Whe 


Who repining, | ; l 
And reclini 


Muſt I 
When yd over flow ; 


Shall I never taſte of bliſs, 
The tender ſqueeze, the ardent ki 
Deareſt Johnny, &c. 


Come Oh ! come and make me teem, 


3 
Where mink — 


reazing, 
With their clack that never ceaſing, 
None's happy but the deaf. 


| —___—_4 
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A New S ONG. 
Tane, A Cobler there was. 


VI 1.5 LE cond love ch fnidiee wo Gras np he foe. 
Will run for a the evil knows where, 

Of her mind and her perſon they tell us ſock lies, 

That you think her a goddeſe juſt dropt from the skies. 


Derry down, Ee. 
The' {atire I mean not ſuch praiſe I deteſt, 
Yet my fair ſhall be ſung of as welt as the reſt, 
And while with my pen faireſt trach goes along, 
1 doubt not but Betſey will I w my foug. 


Though her eyes are not fot us on fre, 
Yet their beams are as as a man can deſire, 
Tho” nor lillies or roſes her cheeks overſprend, 

What's better there's true fleſh and blood white and red. 


Her perſon's majeſtic, yet eaſy withal, 
Not fo firait as a cedar, gor nothing fo tall, 
To ſay that with Venus ſhe vis for her air, 
Since I never ſaw Venus I cannot declare. 


Her wit is till juſt in what witty ſhould be, 
Good fence goes in hand with the ſmart repartee, 


Not prudiſhly {queamiſh nor wantoaly gay, 
Yet charming and briak as — «, 
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BUNTINELL A. 


Tone. Ally Croker. 


E T prentice bards * 
Mad with 
In i nilics, and Homilies adore — bella, 


But I'll give a chant to Buntinella. 
| O rare Buntinella, &c. 


Hexamiters Pentameters, Hudibraſticks, 
Fpigrams, Anagrams, Enigma's, Acroſticks, 
Each common bard beftows on his bella, 

But I'll give more to my JZunti nella. 


O rare Buntineila, 


Each London cry ſhe ſounds with pretty notes, 
As her barrow ſhe wheels with tuck'd up petticcats, 
With an oyl skin'd hat for an umbrella. 
Pint or a pound of filberts calis Buntinella. 
O rare Buntinella. 


Lewdly leering, ſhe lightly her ſcanty pot piles, 
With taper ring'd fingers her fruit ſhe lightly fills, 
Tho” ſhe long meaſure takes, yet the ſhorter ſhe will ella, 
To her (ex I appeal can they blame Buntinella. 
O rare Buntine!!a 


In ſummer ſhe cries ripe ſtrawberries, 
Round and found my white heart 
In winter oy fters ſhe will ſella, 
And my large fiewing muſſels calls Buntinella, 
O rate Buniineila, 


So fair to the eye her fineſt fiſh is, 
So Juicy, white, fo plump her fleſh is, 
Oh! cov'd I but, cou'd | but, what ſtall I tella, 
Why, like an offter open Buntine!'a 
O rare Buntinella 
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My EYE. 


Tune, A Cobler there was. 


. is a cant phraſe that has long been in vogue, 
From the grand to the low petty larceny rogue ; 
You may think it means naught, but I fear by the bye, 
You'l find that it does, and what is it My Eye. 
Derry dv 


When your frie'd's in your packet Oh, then you will find, 
Your Jolly companions to ſerve you inciin'd ; 

But when once you grow needy, they'll bid) ou good bye, 

And you'll find that cheir triendſhip's no more than My eye, 


When the Nobleman looks with a countenance free, 
And cries my dear Sir, pray depend upon me ; 

On his word or his by vo means rely, 

For his looks and his promiſes are all My eye. 


The phyſical fage with his full bottom wig, 
Struts about, ſtrokes his gills, and looks wonderfull big: 
Altho” he get fees and is prais'd to the sky. 
His patient at laſt finds hs noſtrum My eye. 


The man of the law Sir puts on a grave face, 
And tells his complainant he's got a good caſe; 
The client's determin'd che iT e to try, 

And when he's nonſuited he finds 'twas My eye. 


The Parſon fo rormal for bad is the beſt, 

In private can reliſh his girl and his Jeſt; | 

But when caught, Rem in re all the neighbours cry fie, 
Lord! What a monſter, who wou'd have thought it My eye. 


This world as it goes then it is very certain, 

Is all a megs furce, and My eye Beity Martin: 

do give mqa tumbler ill fill it up high, 

You may ſangb if you pleale Sirs, but i'll bung My eye 
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A MEDLEY. 


LSS to town, 
a leiſure hour, 


1 is Majeſty's crown, 
And the Lyons in the tower, 


But looking my way, I chanc'd to ſtray : 

yoo, — OI 
At e place call'd Brumpton 
Such 8 praok was . . 
That all the ſaints cry 


Mu doch O Blaney and Jenny O Donnelly 
Both went together to threſh in a barn, 
He laid ber down and he kiſe'd her ſo bonnely, 
Jenny ſays he: 

But where does my Philidia ſtray, 


That ever pip'd on flow'ry plain or danc d upon the 
Green the ruſhes oh ! 
And hairs make the bruſhes oh ! 
The feather bed is not fo ſoftly down ſoftly down to her heels 
Ard her belly quite up to her chin, 
At length he hogan for to puke, 
Her mother 
With early horn ſalute the morn 
And gilds this charming place, 
With chearfpl cries : 
Jo the merry ton d horn, calls the huntſman 
All uo in the morn : 
Sweet Sue a pail or two of water drew in flip hod ſhoe 
The ice was newly frezen 
Then falling from the 
Slap dab agairf: _ 
Her tee: h are like ivory, and he eyes are: 
As Jockey was walking one midſummer morn 
He ſat him down careleſs beneath a green thorn, 
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He had not fat long e're a damſel came: 
By the gaily circling z 

We can fee how minutes paſs, 

By the hollow cask we're told, 

How the waining night growws : 

Old King Cole he call'd for his bowl 
And he call'd for 
The wicked wits as fancy hits, 

All ſatyriae the fair : 
Is the ſwan of ermine white, 
And fal: 

1s the arms of your Chloe fo ſhug, 

You'll find in the end : 

That you never regarded the hour, 

You promis d at two and look child tis: 
Four and twenty coblers all on a row, 
4 caaxem cobler, 


We'er come for to he merry: 


Merrily, merrily, hall ue live now, 
Under the bloſſom that hangs on the brow. 


Adoll Thompſon's Mark, 


1298898898228 
applied to the fooliſh, the vain and profules 


M. 2 —— wrote a witty young ſpark. 
which another conſtru'd to be Moll Thompſon's mark. 


Derry down, Ce. 
Since the mark of Moll Thompſon fome meaning does bear, 
And which gents in does too often wear: 


Ler's tols it about for no harm do [ fee, 
Can reſult from the freedom of uſing M. T. 


The prig in the city wi h air debonair, 
Ape's bis Lordſhip in refs and bawls for a chair; 


With 
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With an object inferior he ſcorns to be free, 
And his head void of thouy at brars the mark of M. 7. 


The Nobleman rolls in kis Chariot along, 
Where grandeur alone does bis cred-t prolong ; 
His debts being paid without teres or fee. 
Wos d reduce all his bags to the mark of M. T- 


The Alderman fixt in the great chair of ſtate. 
His ſoun | wiſdom to ſhew, old laws will relate; 
No man o'er a haunch acts ſo greatly as he, 


The Player aſſected fo vain his defire, 

For gold uſes tinſel to grace his attire : 

Tho? to outward appearance as gay as can be, 
His pocket fad fortune bears mark of M. T. 


A cask that is empty affords the moſt ſound, 

So blades ud to 1pouting, in noiſe much abound ; 
Their anſwers muſt comic or tragical be, 

Tho” their intellects grac'd with the mark of M. T. 


Demure'y the maicen to Whitfield repairs, 

Wich half crowns in plenty to pay for his pra) ers; 
The Doctor delighted the ſpecie to fee, 

Their pockets ſoon drain'd to the mark of M. T. 


Since Moll Thompſon's mark indiſeredit does paſs, 
Come join in my toaſt and each man take bis glaſs ; 
May our heads and our peckets ever be ſree 

From the ſcandclous ſlamp of the mark of M. 7. 


Derry down, 


Darby M* Hone's Lamentation. 
Tune, | never will marry 


O H! what Will become of poor Darby M Hone, 
Who has come all the way from the country Tyrone 


To 
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To get him a ſervice but faith can get none, 

Caſe why he's and [riſb dear Joy Sir: 

For ah fGr.ce in London they tell us ſuch tales, 

That Sawney's been pairing the y-ung Lyon's nails, 
And that Scotland's got into the middle of Wales, 
By Shaint Patrick it muſt be a lye Sir. 


Tho faith I came hither my fortune to make, 
Not doubting ſome Lady my fancy might take, 
But as I have brew'd io I find | muſt bake, 
For Scotchmer. are now all the faſhiun 
Shillalees no more the Scotch Winniard prevails, 
And Scotland's got into the middle of Wales, 
While the young Engliſh Lyon has loft teeth and nails, 
By my ſhoul bit there's nought but fexation. 


O cou'd I but get out the burr from my throat, 
Ae 
For by Jalus Pd ne'r fell my Ki a 
ence 12 bs dean Lap 
But while England's Lyon's bereit of his nails, 
And Scotland's transfixt in the middle of Wales, 
Fil een take again to my yoke and my pails, 
And to labour ſhall make no denial. 


Who cer cou'd have thought it cou'd e'er be the lot, 
Of England or Wales to be rid by a Scot, 
When ſo many of late have been hung up and ſhot, 

For making of ſtrife and rebellion, - 

When Cumberland's Will madethe rogues turn their tails, 
Who dreamt they'd return e er to England thro' Wales, 
To curb Brittons Lyon and pair off his nails, 

As they've done by the help of a Stallion. 


I find then I've got on the wrong fide the poll, 
That pandours and Stallions and pimps rule the roaſt, 
And that he's the beſt off that can flatter the molt, 

So I think it high time to be jogging; 
Wile * 


And 
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And Siwney keeps faug in the middle of Wales, 
By Jaſus, poor paddy may e en bite his nails, 
For in faith there ate no ſigns of progging 


There's Pa:rick Maglcchlin, and Jammy Fitz- James, 


With many brave fellows (but can't tell their names,) 
Who came up to London and marricd rich cames, 
With houles and money god flore Sir; 

But fince Englands Lyon has !olt eeth and nail:, 

And ocotland's crept into the middle ot Wales, 

The Gimtle: ditpis'd and the Winniard p:evails, 
And the fam de lrifh g is no more Sir. 


Then Eng'and adieu firce by Scotchmen o'er run, 
Look (harp or by [aius your ſurely undone 
May Heav*®n prelerve both the Crown and the Throne, 
And de end the true taiths great Ce'cnder ; 
For whie crglanc's Lyon beret: of his nails 
Ard Sc tlund lie clole in the midd'e of Wales, 
Ta: © care of the Scotch that they don't turn their tails, 
Ard athit to bring in the Pretender. 


The Way to win her. A Cantata 


REcitarTlrE, 
” Ovtiifu] ard buxum ſuch the will of fate ; 
Derinaz roar alafs! her widoned flate, 

With ſig hs and tears in diſmal black ar ay'd, 
She all tre awtul cha:ms of grief atiplay'd : 
Such charms as foon a croud ot lovers drcw, 
Who lid ber perion much — ard morey tco; 
But ery art they us'd was all in vain, 
For thus ſhe voa d ſhe ne er wou'd well again, 


Am. Tane, Mintzgo:i's minuet.. 
Hcre | {wear it, 
Heaven Mull bear it, 

I] wil! cver conflant prove, 


— - Son ll Wd i. 
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To the deareſt 
And ſincereſt. 
To my {irſt and caly love. 


Leave your wooing, 
Ceaſe ferfuing, 
Know mv heart was fix'd before; 
All your ſighing 
Swearing lyeing 
Ne'er O ne'er ſhall win me more. 


ReciTATIVE. 
A ſmart young Captain came among the reſt, 
And in a diſf'rent ſtrain his love expreſy'd : 
Net towing, cringing, fighing, and all that, 
But hugs and kifzs to the buſineſs pat ; 
Ard while he clifp d her ſtrugg'ing o her breaſt, 
In jocund vein the widow he addrelsd. 


Ain, Tune, Murdoch O Blaney. 
I prithee no more of :his old faſhion folly ma'am, 
"Tis a ſia againſt nature 10 waſte thus your prime, 
Conider yonr youthful, and handſome and jolly ma*am, 
it you love picaiure, now row is the time; 

Come then let's away my dear, 

\1I:ke ro delay my dear, 
I ſes by your eyes that love thinks it no crime, 

By heav'n your charms are divine, 

Your lip: are like honev my dear, 

If you wil! conſent to bz mine, 

A cu ſnall not repent it my dear. 


RreciTATIVE. 
As the dark night yields to the approaching day, 
So the blyth Captain baniſh'd grief away: 
No longer {orrow faule: d on her tongue, 
Eat with a ſmile conſenting, thus ſhe ſung 
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Ain, Tune, Nancy Lan ſon. 
Dear Captain I muſt needs declare, 
Your Jocund manner pleafng air, 
Have done your buſineſs to a hair, 
And faith | think yeu clever; 
With other 2rt* you ne er had won, 
What mirth and humour now have done, 


You've finiſh'd well what you begun, 
And I am yours for ever. 
N. 


P U SH about the brisk bowl, 'tw:'l en! ven the heart, 
While thus we fit round on the —- Stay, 


What buſineſs have IT an old ſong to impart 
While I Sirs a new one can ſay, can fay, Ce 


What ſhall I firſt ſay, or what ſhall I firſt do, 
What beſt will my bad voice become, 

Why faith Sirs i' II try by my verſes to ſhew/, 
That life is alaſs but a hum, a hum. 


Children weep from their birth, an old men when they die. 
At Death the moſt wretched look glum. 

At our entrance and exit we equally cry 

Which prove cur life plainly a hum, a hum. 


When acquaintance pretend, to your fortune they'll mend, 
And vow to your ſervice they'll come, 

But be you in need and you'll find that indeed, 

Modern friendſhip is meerly a hum, a hum. 


Law and Phyfic you fee, will make {ure of the fee, 
What advice to you gratis will come, 

The court proves it true money only will do, 

For merit withont it's a hum, a hum. 


When ſome Ladies knee!, ſma!l devoticn they feel, 
But let us be m:deſt and mum, 
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At the alter they'll bow, but tis merely for ſhew, 
Religion with them is a hum, a hum. 


In a circle beſet, behold the 
She melts in each look as by each lover tcolc, 
- Yet her ſoftneſs is only a hum, a hum. 


In a hum let's keep off, till we've liquor enough, 
Our Landlord from ent'ring the room, 


As we're here on our flings, we'll declare to Jack Linge, 
That our reck ning we'll pay with a hum, a hum. 


We're hum'd from our birth, till we're hum'd into earth, 
To an end of our Jokes then we come, 
Take a glaſs my brisk bother and I'll take another, 
And thus make the moſt of a hum, a hum, 
And thus make the moſt of a hum. 
* The Crown and Cuſhion, Ruſſel-freet, Covent Garden. 


Miſs Fanny Phantem, or the Cock Lane Ghoſt. 
E backs and ye bloods of Bob Derry's renown'd 


15 witty and dull, and ye choice ſpirits crown d: 
Come yield up the pam ye no longer can boaſt, 

| Subjected to Fanny the queen of a ghoſt, 

| Repair then with ipeed fincc the cate is quite plain, 

And here the choice ſpirit that knocks in Cat Lane. 


Ye butterfly fops that mind nothing but dreſs, 
Where wit's been long itarv'd by your dull emptyneſs ; 
Your dear ſiſter Phantom come hither and view, 

For Fanny's no more than = ſhadow like you, 
Repair then all you with wore feather than brain, il 
And hear the choice ſpirit that knocks in Ceck Lane. {i 


The learned read Doctor that feratches his bead, | 
Can hear how dear Fanny can ſcratch row ſhe's dead; ll 
A:k ö 
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Ask qeons if poiſon the died by or pox, 

If neg tive ſcratch, i affit ustive E HK, 

Repair then ye long heads with more wy thin brain, 
And hear the choice ipiic that knock in Cock Lane? 


Ye learned in law that can change this to that, 

As prorteus of o'd from a doy to a cat; 

If cauſe is my!tcrious come pray tell me who, 

Can Fanny beit puzzle a cauſe or can you, 

Repair then ye clients fei peckets to drain, 

And near the choice ſpitit that knock: in Cock Lane, 


Ye ſpitlts that haunt rourd the Garden each night, 
Ye icarlet coat gh Its he ve no ſpirit to frgnt ; 

The poor hu banc's ſpirit the ſhrew of a wife, 

Who iil-natur'd wou'd icratch a man out of his life, 
Repair then and mingle w. th folly's wide train, 

Ard hear the choice ſpirit that knocks in Cock Lane. 


Ye fpirits at midnight that trip round the ring, 

Ye hobgoblings ccme and ycur plar tem ttain brirgs 
Ne'er frar not the Clergy whoever they be, 

They cannot now lay a ghoſt In the Red Sea, 

A choice ſpui:s club then with Fanny'il maintain, 
Wich a concert of ſcratching and knocks in Cock Lane. 


Addreſs'd to that Laudable Society, call'd 


ANTIGALICANS, 


YE free born ſons, whoſe glorious aim, 
Alpires at ſomething more than name, 
Accept my hnmble lays ; 
To ycu the gr:atful thanks belorg, 
Each briton join afliii my ſong, 
And chorus in your praiſe, 


Let the dull ſtupid, fordid aſe, 
French wine or brandy in his g!a's 


Tn 


1 


In n2&er's ſtead diſplay ; 
Let the rich bee n French mate cloaths, 
Tread the mol allvre her beaus, 

Th” tes of a day, 


While 7e cue partots of the iſle, 
On y< Britannia deigns to (mile, 

And name e ail her ſons ; 
Who loves + er and ſcorn her foes, 
Nor blend the lilly win che roſe. 

But fig ht them with their guns, 


Not the loud cannons d:reful ſtroke, 

Sent from our [arweft Ig of oak, 
Our alors t.--2 diſplay ; 

So laſting *mamirently ſare, 

Like weapors nas you procure, 
To tae their trade away. 


Aſſiſt your friend:, yet brit on: then, 
Ye chat wou'd paſs for Ergliſumen, 
And ſeem to 2pe your foes ; 
Aſſume your re ſon once again, 
Deſpiſe this {enicleſs gaudy vein, 
And put on Engliſh cloaths. 


Ye Britiſh fair by all admir'd, 
When in your native dreſs attir'd. 
The pink cf comelineſs: 
Fach have it in your power to chide, 
A haughty rival“ treacherous pride, 
With this to ſcorn their dreſs. 


Tie WEDDING. 


1 J. L tel! he Diet whit I have feen, 
Waeel fich wond' rous thi gs have ſeen, 
Thing: paſt deſcripucn quite: 
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Our Lord you know has lately wed, 
I footman was in Harry's ſtead, 
U pon the wedding night. 


The Company did all flock in. 

Like theep at night when goin to pin, 
Fine folks of either fcrt ; 

All ſorts of muſic tuo was there, 

And all for danceing did prepare, 
Oh ! there was dainty ſport, 


Lord how my bowels they did prance, 
Whent'er ſhe mov'd about: 
Her feet like mice that fear d the light, 
Beneath her coat to get a fight, 
Kept peeping in and out. 


Her eyes were two black (parkling ones, 
And teeth as white as any ones, 
Oh! how I long'd to kiſs; 
Thoſe coral lips ſo full of grace, 
While ev ry female wiſh'd her place, 
And ev'ry man wiſh'd his. 


Her cheeks ſo rare a white was on, 
No Dazie makes compariſon, 
M no fees them are undone : 

For firezks of red were mingled there, 
Such as a:e on a Cath'rine Pear, 

The fide that's next the ſun. 


Maſter wou'd and kiſs'd her once or twiee, 
But ſhe ſhou'd not, ſhe was ſo nice, 
She wou'd not do't in fight. 
Pot if at night he'd done the feat. 
As cft as icme did in conceit, 
It wov'd have ſpoil'd them quite. 


( 33 ) 
The Afable Breeches Maker. 


COM E all you good fellows who love a ſmart jeſt, 
Pray give your attention to one of the beſt, 
I fing ofa „eri 
In ſam d Piccadilly once their 

| 7 up W ho Oh. 


This Lady fo grave with her two Daughters fair, 
To town on ſome buſineſs were forc'd to repair, 
And where do you think the Oli Laay ſhe pitches, 
But to lodge at the fign of the Cock and the Breeches. 


It happen'd one day as a viſit they paid, 
A grave female friend to the Ol Lady laid ; 
Pray Ma'am where's your lodging, for I do intend, 
With you and your Dazgbters an evening to ipend. 


The Old Lady blaſh'd nor knew how to reply, 
The fign ſo obſcene now appear'd in her eye, 
When after ſome pauſe to her friend thus ſhe ſpoke, 
I ladge at the fign of the —— ſomething and Cock. 


When home ſhe return'd for her Landlord the ſent, 
And in tone ſomewhat angry thus ſpoke what ſhe meant, 
Says ſhe, Sir I think your taſte is of the oddeſt, 

Tho* you ſeem ſo well bred yet your Sign is imm. 


For whenever I'm forc'd, (being ask'd) to declare, 
Where [ lodge then for bluſhing I ſcarce can forbear, 
Therefore if for lodvers you like me and mine, 
I beg wich ail ſpeed) that you'll alter your Sign, 


That I would quoth the Land/ord without more delay, 
If your Ladyſhi; pleates to tell me which way, 
For with truth on my credit, | vow and proteſt, 
I never before was with Lodger: ſo ble ſt. 


P E Grave 
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Grave Madam repli'd with a ſmile on her brow, 
I think 'tis no bad one Ive hit it jult now, 
That to plenie both my Daughters and me out of hand, 
Woud' you take down the Breeches and let the Cock rand 
Derry down. 


The Origin of Old Engliſh Liberty 


O VN CE the gods of the greeks, at ambrofial feaſt, 
Large bowls of rich nectar were quafting ; 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, 
Homer (ays the celeitials love laughing: 
On eacn in their turn in the ſynod he droll'd, 
So none cou'd his ſokin g diſprove, 
He lung. reparte ed and ſome {mart ſlories told, 
And at lat thus began upon ſove. 


Sire Atlaſs who lorg had the univerſe bore, 
Giown grievouſly tir'd of late, 

Comolains that mankind are much worſe than before, 
So he begs to be eas d of their weight: 

Jove knowing the earth on poor Atlas waz hurl'd, 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 

Gave his Daughter attraction the charge of the world, 
And ſhe hung it up high in his hall, 


Miſs pleas'd with the preſeat, review'd the globe round, 
To ſee what each climate was worth; 

Like a diamond the who'e with an atmoſphere bound, 
Then variouſly planted the earth: | 

With filver, gold, jewels, the India beſtow d, 
France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear, 

What was fit for each clime on each clime ſhe beſtou d, 
And f;cedum ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 


Four cardinal virtues ſhe left in this Ile, 
As guardian to Cheriſh the root: 

T he bloſſoms of Liberty gaily an ſmile, 
Aut Engliftunca fed on the fruit: 
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| Thus fed and thus bred by a bounty fo rare, E 
Oh! preſerve it as free as 'twas giv'n, 
we will while we've breach, nay we'll graſp it is Death, 
Then return it untainied to Heaven. 


Cherokee Chiefs, Inſcrib'd to the Ladics of ll 
| Great Britain, i 


HAT = piece of work's here and a damn'd botheration, 
Of three famous Chiefs from the Cherokee Nation, 
Who the duce wou'd ha? thought that a people polite Sir, 
Weu'd ha' ſtir'd cut of doors to ba“ feen ſuch a fight Sir; 

Ar: monſters fo rare in the Britiſh dominions, 

That we thus ſhou'd run crazy for Canada Indians, 


How eager the folks at Vaux hall or ele where Sir, 
With high expectations and rapture repair Sir, 
Tho not one of them all can produce the leaſt reaſon, 
Save the monſters of all forts are always in ſeaſon; 
| If fo let the chiefs, bere a while have their ſtation, 

And fend for the whole of the Cherokee Nation. 


The Ladies dear creatures ſo {queamiſh avd dainty. 
Surrounded the Canada warriers in plenty, 

Wives, Widows, and Matrons, and pert little M.ſſes, 
Are preſſing and ſqueezing for Cherokee kiſſes ; 

Each grave looking prude, and each (mart looking bella, 
Declaring no Engliſhman cer kiſs'd fo well Sir. 


The Cherokee lips are much ſofter and ſweeter, 
Their touch more refin'd and their kiffes repleter, 
The fair ones agree nay I mean not to flatter, 
For who like the Ladies can judge of the matter, 


Ye nymphs then who like them indulge your odd paſſion, | | 


| Be 8 —— d by the chiefs of the Cherokee Nat cn. 


As females of Britain ſo wanton and witty, 
W ho love eren Monkeys, and wear they are pretty, 
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The Cherokee Indians and ſtranger Chimpanzeys, 
By turns pretty creatures have tickle your fancies ; 
Which prove that the Ladies fo fond are of billing, 
They'd kiſs even monſters were monſters as willing. 


No more let theſe chiefs with their ſcalping knives dread Sir, 
Shall firip down the skin from the Fngliſbman's head Sir, 
Let the caſe be revers'd and the ladies prevail Sir, 

And inſtead of the Head skin the Cherokee T. I Sir ; 

Ye bold temale ſcalpers courageous and hearty, 

Collect all your force for a grand ſcalping party. 


For weapons ye fair you've no need to petition, 

No weapons you'll want for this odd expedition, 

A ſoſt female hand the beſt weapon I ween is, 

To ftrip down the bark of a Cherokee p—s; 
Courageous advance then each fair Englith tarter, 
Scalp the chief of the ſcalpers and give them no quarter, 


ANew 8 ONG. 


(CC oP 1D commander ofev'ry creature, 
Every quality rank and degree; 

Scorner of digniry, Perſon or quality, 

Striking at Monarchs as well as at me. 


/ Chuſe me a Cart that is ſharp as my paſſion, 


Hard is the task 1 wou ou'd have you to try, 
Arm it with feathers for ſoft is perſwaſion, 


Quickly and ſwifily permit it to iy. 


Hit my fair Phillis but ah! do not harm her, 
If it prove hurtful on pity thy lla ve 

Keep in thoſe arrows abuſe not my char mer, 
Leave het 10 fortune and me to my graves 


Bur if my face be as kind as my will is, 
And my petiilon not Cetriment me, 


ren 
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Fill me with raptures exalt me to Phillis, 
Make her as happy in ſtooping to me, 


The Old Hat, 


Tanc, Stick a Pin there 


17 Chloe young Damon had long told his tale, 
I Ves Oer her ftric't virtue ha ne er Cou'd prevail. 
He prais d her he preſt her he kiſe'd and all that, 


Yet ſhe vow'd that he never ſhould couch her old Hat. 


It happen'd he met her one day in the grove, 
When he kifs'd her and told her again of his love, 
She bluſh'd and cry'd fie Sir what wou'd vou be at, 


The place was inviting no Creature Was near, 
When Damon determin'd to caft away fear, 

And while his heart danc'd in his breaſt pic a pat, 
He ſwore by young Cupid he'd feel her old Hat. 


The nymph was alarm'd, ſtruggled, threate' I and ſwore, 
And did all the cod d to eſcape from his pow'r, 

His ends ſhe declar'd he ſhould never come at, 
And ſwore ſhe ſhould die if he touch'a her old Hat. 


But all was in vain for his paſſion grown 
On the Graſs be ſoon laid Mrs Chloe along, 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd Damon what would you be at, 
O! rot you. O! curſe you, you'll tear my old Hat. 


The youth gain'd his point Sir, and fince the fair maid, 
Of Damon has not been fo ſorely affraid, 

She ſeldom enquires what would he be at, 

So he does what he pleaſes with Chice's old Hat. 


Mis Chloe affefts now no more to be coy, 
But williag as Damao will rulk to the Joy, 


- N - "- 
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While Damon's ſlrong paſſion is grown ſomething flat. 
Since he finds her as eaſy as any old Hat, 


The Funeral of Time, 


E evening good humour brought wit as a gueſt, 
O55 friendſhip invited to ſhare at the feaſt, 
The liquor was Claret and Love was their Hoſt, 
And Harmony garniſh d each double meant toaſt, 
Derry down. 


But while like Bucks they enjoy'd their deſign, 

Fer the Joy. of a Buck lies in love wit and wine, 
Alarm'd at the Coor they heard a loud kuock, 
And they watchmeu hoarſe bellow d tis paſt 12 O clock. 


They nimbly ran dow n the diſturbing dog found, 
Aud up ſtairs they drag'd the impertinent bound, 
Bu: u ben brought to the light how much were they pleas'd, 
To tee 'twas the gray gluiton time they had ſeia d. 


His glaſs was a lanthorn his ſcythe was a pole, 

Hi: fingle lock cargled all down his ſmooth ſcull, 
My friends quoth he caugbing. I thought fit to knock, 
And bid you begene fer tis paſt twelve o'clock. 


Says the venom'd tooth ſavage, on the advice fix, 
Tho nature ſtrikes twelve foily till points at fix, 

He longer had preach 2 but no longer they d bear it, 
So hid him at once in a hogſhed of claret. 


Thls is right call the wit for we're juſt in cur prime, 
There's noching like claret for killing of time, 
Huzza reply d Jove for no more can ke knock. 
Nor impertinent tell us tis paſt twelve o'clock. 


Now time is rc more, nor no more can {orbid us, 
Love and wi: of that trouble gifts well hath rid an, 
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Yet if time ſhould be wanting for any deſign, ' 
Henceforth he is found in a hogſhed wine. 


Since time is confin'd in our wine let us think, 
We are certainly ſure of our cime while we drink, 
Come my lads let your glaffes with bumpers , 
For know that our drinking is always well tim 


The Deſcription of a Wine _ 


COntented Jam and contented Ill be, 

For what can this world more afford, 
Then a girl that will fociably fit on your knee, 
And a Ceilar that's fociably ſtor'd by brave Boys. 


My vault door is open deſcend ev'ry gueſt. 

Spoil that cask, aye that cask we will try. 

Tis as ſweet as the lips of your love to the taſte, 

Aad as bright as her cheeks to your ehe my brave boys. 


In a piece of. flit hoop I my candle have ſtuck, 

* Fwill light us each bottle to hand ; 

The foot of the glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, 

For I kate that a Bumper ſhould Rand my brave Boys. 


Sound thoſe pipes they're in tune, and yon binas well fc d 
View that heap of old hock on the rear, 


Thoſe bottles of Burgundy mark how they're pil'd, 
Like artiilery tier over tier my brave boys. 


We are dry where we fit, tho' the Oozing drops ſeem, 
Wich wet pearls the moiſt walls to embols, 
From the arch moulding cobwebs in gothic taſte ſeem, 
Like ſtucco work cut out of moſs my brave boys. 


Aſtride on a batt for a but ſhould be ftrod, 
I fit my companions among. 
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Like grape bleſſing Bacchus the good fellows god, 
And a ſentiment give o'er a ſong my brave boys. 


He cry'd when he had no more worlds to deſtroy, 
But I'll weep when my liquor is out my brave boys. 


When the lamp is brim full, fee the flame brightly ſhines 

But when moiſture is wanting decays, 

Repleniſh the lamp of my Life with rich wines 

Or elſe there's an end to my blaze my brave boys. 1 


Tis my will at my end nc: a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No Hie Jacet be put on my ſtone. 

But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, 

And fay that my drinking is done my brave Boys, 


The FLAGS. 


Tune, Cafar and Pompey. 


AN adreſs has been made to the King of Great Britain, 
Since fal ſe foes at Louisburg ſound!y were beaten : 
The trophi-s taat Amherſt from Frenchmen took quaking, 
Are had ir return Sirs if I'm not miſtaken, 

Did you fee how the flags as they paſs d through the city, 
By my faith and my ſoul they were wond rous pretty. 


The 
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The ſcare crows on poles as they m arch d thus along fir, 

Thro' the ſhouts and applauſe of a ſtinking breath chrong S:r ; 

They are to the city as fair face to a pimple, 

And they frighted they ſay all the rooks from the temple. 
Did you ſee all, fe, 


To ſee the guards mounted cn horſes that caper'd, 
With flam ing broad ſwords, adzooks how they vapour d: 
Men women and Children from lane ſtreet and alley, 
Came down for to fee all theſe rags took from Gallie, 
Did you ſee all, Ce. 


The man at the heim will ſoon want the ſhort ſtuff Sir, 

The City can lend him, aye lend him enough Sir 

When theſe things are had it is eaſily ſounded, 

And the tamous St Pauli is the place where they re bounded, 
Did you ſ:e all, & c. 


Then fince things are ſo, there needs no more preſace, 
And our luſty citizens who dares them deface ; 
Tho? the difference is great between Mayor and Jack Scr2gman» 
\ Yet hi: L p in my eye was made an old rag man, 
Did you ſee all the rags as they paſs thro" the city, 
By my faith and my foul they were wonJrous pretty. 


Sung dy Mr. YaATEs, in the Capricicus 
Lovers. 


f (52 my features I'm told, are grown wrinkled and old, 
Dull wiſdom I hate and de:eſt; 

No: a wrinkle is there that is furrow'd with care, 
And my heart is as light as the beſt. 

When I look on my boy, I renew my paſt joy, 
Myiclt in my children I fee ; 

Al the comfor:s I find, in the kingdom my mind, 
Proavunce that my kingdom is free. 


In the davs I was young, O! I carer'd and ſung, 
The laſſes came flocking apace ; 
F 
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But now turn'd of three ſcore I can do ſo no more, 
Why then let my boy take my place. 

Of our pleaſures we crack, fur we till love the ſmack, 
And chuckle o'er what we have been; 

Then why ſhould we repine. you've had yours I've had mine, 
And now let our children begin, 


Thomas ard Kate. 


When the head of poor Tummas was bro!:c, 
Roger who play's at the wake ; 
And Kate was alarm'd at the roke, 
And wept for poor Tummas's ſake. 
When his Worſbip gave noggings -f al, 
And the liquor was charming and gut; 
Oh! then tuas the time to regale, 
And we footed it rarely ab-u;, 


Then our partners were buxom as docs 

And we all were as h:ppy as kings ; 
Each lad in his holliday ſuit, 

And the laſſes in all their beſt things, 
What merrimen: all the day long. 

May the feaſt of poor Obllin prove ſuck ; 
Adzvoks but I'll join in the Dag, 

And I'll hobble bon: ig my crotches. 


Albion 5 © NG. 


Ture, God fave the King. 


N this fraterna: ſtate, 
Reaſon ſnall regulate. 
Union proclaĩm: 
Source ot our noble laws, 
Protectinę virtue's cauſe, 
Albions mult gain applauſe, 
| :mmortal fame. 


I 


O may al! happy prove, 
Cheriſhing mutul love, 


Friend, 


— MK... 
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Friendſhips great aim: 
Ne'er trom he: pach 
Baniſh all ſe:fiſh art, 
Be brothers true in heart, 
Well as in name. 


And may that heavenly maid, 
Confidence —- not betray d, 
Here fix her throne: 

Wiſcom inſtru our lays, 

Friendſhip dire our Joys, 

Albion fing Albion s praile, 
Union make known. 


Never by fancy bred, 
Let diſcord raiſe her head, 
Trample her down : 
Riot attends her call, 
Envy courts Abies fall, 
W to conquer all, 


The Aſembiy of the G 0 D 8. 


Tune, Puſh about the brizk bowl, 


BY an edit from Jove all the deities met, 

On the top of Olympus one day, 
To conſult the rue means that wou'd pleaſure beget, 
And the bliſs ſtrait to mortals convey. 


Great Juno urg'd power and wealth was the thing, 
The ſureſt to pleaſe human kind; 

That ſplendor and empire. a ſcepter a king, 
Was all that e er fancy cou'd find. 


But ſweet ſmiling Venus the queen of ſoft love, 
Diſſented from Jung's high plan, 
F 2 Ard 
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And ſaid ſhe was certain that beauty wou's prove 
The gratctulleſt gift unto man. 


Then Pallas appear'd with her lance and her ſhield, 
And beauty ſt < {aid was a toy; 

That wiſdom alone would true happineſs yield, 
That wiſdom alone cou'd ne'er cloy. 


Apollo ſaid harmony only cou'd pleaſe, 
That mahic the charm had alone, 
To allay ev'ry ſorrow. to ſoften to eaſe, 


Beyond beauty a wit or acrown. 


Stern lars was for ſlaughter and glory he ſaid, 
Was all chat the fool cou'd difire ; 


The ſhri!! ſounding trumpet and laurel''d wreath'd head. 


Was a greatneſs the world mult admire. 


Next Momus approach d with ſarcaſlical grin, 
And jeerirg his council addreſs d. 

If l2vughing vont cenie deem not a fin, 
In ſure it . pleaſe them tue belt, 


Nov v reelir g your Bacchus appear'd with a bow], 
And bey,'d o: the court this requeſt, 

To tale of hi 1 quur and ſwore by his foul, 
Thai wine vou'd pleaſe mortals the beſt. 


The god, ai! conſented and took a lerge ſup, 
And on the mit plealure in wine; 

Jeve gare his command and the council broke up, 
And Baccuus cz me down with the Ve. 


In wine is compriz'd ey'ry joy that we ſhare, 
*Tis a friend to wit, W don ard mirth, 
It heighten: the fir cy it bartſhe care, 
Ii a type of tue blefiing> above. 


Then circle the glas ard in chorus lets join, 
” 51 * * 4* 
To Bacchus our voices we'll zaiſe, 
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To Bacchus who planted the grape bearing wine, 
To Bacchus is due all our praiſe. 


Hail ruddy fac'd god! ou: vines till protect, 
And thus will your hours ep 
With gen, ts hands ard b mpe -e in ev'ry reſpeR, 
To Bac. hus we'li lo ly thuzza, Huzza, 
To Bacch.s r. | 


Nies Invitation to Brentford. 


RY London rejected vet ſtaunch to the cauſe, 
Of our freedom vour Ike; fee appear: 
Virtue thus more oppreſ*'t more demands our applaule, 
Like a hero bis head he (till rears, 


Each mode of oppreſſion however in vain, 
Writ, Capiou Outlawry is tried, 

Faction. Intereſt, o'er Freedom their powers retain, 
Venalit) Virtue denied. 


But ye Liberty's Sons! who dare'd give your voice, 
Uninfluenc'd reſolv'd to be free 

Perſiſt join our country „ch thus for its choice, 
Uncwall'd for Freedom mall be. 


Ha'l Ba EN Tron th' event ſhall ſtill add to thy ame, 
More great to his virtue: allied; 

Thy Kim s ſhall with honour receive the great name, 
Which th: Grawrs regardleſs denied. 


The Eumper of WIN E. 


Tune, From the man that I love, 


YE vot'ries of Bacchus who love a fu'l flis, 
Who jovially fing to the found of the cas. 


Who flint not your mirth when grove Time fikes the hour, 


Eat ſwijſcly pui ſus the old grev-hrN᷑aded power, 


Ay 
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Bs a friend give me leave then your mirch to prolong, 


While you circle the glaſs -— to repeat you a ſong, 


Ne'er head the dull aſſea who always at firite, 
Still war with themſelves and the pleafares of life, 


Let them w hin cant ard preach and do all taat they can, 


Let us like true ſouls make the moli of a ſpar ; 
A: their ſatztaf.on let us ne er repine, 
While we can find more in a Bumper of Wine, 


Good wine's the beſt gift that the guds can beſtow, 
To give us a teſſe of ti eit heaven below, 

I:'s charms ae bey ond the dcſcrin.ion of art, 

It warms, it enlivens makes joy dus the heart ; 
The young and the old "twil. a. 'r feales refine, 
Such cturms the:e ate tourd in a 2cmper ot Wine. 


The lover who ſighs or his fair one unkind, 

Fas found in 2 bottle a balm tor his mind: 

T he Miiſer who dcats on his huarded up ſtore, 

By chance has been bie!t as he ne'er was before; 
When Bacchus has giv'n bim we juicc of the vine, 
Such charms there are tcuud in a Bumper of Wine. 


Then give me your voices ve friends to the cauſe, 
Fer ſurely the fub;c& den. ands your applaule z 

i his truth! declare aid i'd bave you to know't, 
in wine that at preſen: has m:C2 me a poet, 
Ihen f mc a glaſs of es liquor divine, 


Ard let this be tue ter here's a Bumper of Wine. 
MD. 


1 wave love to Kate, long I ſiph'd for ſhe, 
ml! heard of late, ſhe bad a wind for 
Gig Cole cf windſor, young Ccle o: windſor 
Ne cae lo cute as con compare to 
e Coilin who went to lis own fathers licuſe, 
Mere be fo fin hzd Lun a, 


| 


| 
| 
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And who ſhou'd come down but his own dear mother 
Oh! for to let Giles Collins in a 
And as it fell out on a hallowday, 
And as it tell out on a ballowday, 
And as it fell out on a hallowday, twas on a hollowday +: 
*T'was on a hollowday tide a, * 3 
When the head of poor Tummas was broke, 
By Roger who play'd at the wake, 
And Kate was alarm'd at the firoke, 
And wept for poor Tummus's fake, | 

For his heart went bump againſt his breaſt, | 
T thought it wou d a broke a icore of ribs at leaſt, | 

The live long night | take no reſt, 

Nor cloſe thoſe Eyes at night. 

Well we!l ſay no more fince [ told you before, 
I know the full length of my tether, 

D'ye think l'm a fool that I need go to ſchool, 
1 can ſpell you and put you together: 

A word to the wile will always ſuffice, 
Odznickers go talk to your parrot your parrot, 
I'm not ſuch an elf tho' | fay it myielf, 

But | know a ſheeps head from 

The batchers of Fleet Market who 
With marrow- bones and cleavers,, 
To downrighit Engliſh cars cut do, 
Italian airs and quavers ; 

Your chorus whiis I fing. 

Of a dam{-1 luſt rurn'd of ſixteen. 

Who never the world nor it's dangers had feer, 
Pat yet was ſo wie as to knows 
That I onc2 was a merry gut 'craper, 
My heart never felt any quzlm3, 
Although I can't frolick and caper, 
I'll fing any tune but 

The (oldier's lady is always ready 
Her peity coats looſe, her peitycoats ie, 

And when ſhe cames in with, 

Damm » fentcr nent and c'can a, 

Ou! my ſweet my lofly laſs, 
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Put more ftitches in my breeches, 
Or the fe ke will ſee 


That London is a fine town ard a gallant city, 
"Tis govern'd by the icariet gown, pray liiten to my ditty, 


O London is a fine town, &c. 


WILKE 8, and Liberty. 


Tune, Gee ho dobbin. 


HE N Scottiſh oppreſſion rear d up it's d—qn'd head, 
And old Engliſh Liberty almoſt was dead, 

Brave Wilkes like a true Eng!ſh Member aroſe, 

And thunder'd defiance againit England's Fees. 

O ſweet Liberty! Wilkes and Liberty | 
Old Ergliſh Liberty O! 


Wich truth on his fide the great friend of his cauſe, 
He wrote for the good of his country and laws ; 
No per ſion cou'd buy him no title or place, 
Cou'd tempt him his Country or ſelf to debaſe. 
O ſwee: Liberty, Ec. E 


To daunt him in vain with confinement they try'd, 
But ah his great ſoul e en the Tower defy'd, 
Conduct me kind Sir to the Jailor he faid,) 
Where never Scotch Rebel or Traitor was laid. 
O ſweet Liberty, &. 


But the Jailor krew well it was not in his power, 

To find ſuch a place any where in the Tower, 

So begg d if he cou'd he'd the Lodging think well on, 

Although it ſmelt ſtrongly of Scotch and Rebellion. | 
O iweet Liberty, &c. 


The friend to his cauſe noble Temple appear d. 
(Brave Tempus by each Engliſh bolom rever d,) 


, 
4 


But 
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But ſuch was their power —— or rather their ſpite, 
That his Lordiuip cf Wilkes cou'd not gain the leaſt fight. 


O iweet Liberty, &c 
e 


One wou' think then by this and indeed with ſome reaſon, 
That poor Mr. Wilkes had been guilty of treaſon ; 

For ſure ſuch good people as now are in power, 

Wou'd ne'er ſend an innocent man to the Tower. 


O ſweet Liberty, &c. 


To Weſtminſter then they the traitor convey'sd, 

The traitor ! what traitor ! why Wilke: as they faid ; 
But when he came thither they were all in a pother, 
And look'd like a parcel of fools at each other. 


O ſweet Liberty, &c. 


Then back to the Tower they whirl'd him alorg, 
"Mick the ſhouts and appluaſe of a well judging throng ; 
V hile the dupes of oppreſſion deba - ed I trow Sir, 
Mott wile!y in private on what they ſhou'd do Sir. 
O ſweet Liberty, &. 


Three days had elap.'d when to Weſtminſter Hall, 
They brought him again midſt plaudits of a!! ; 
When Wiſdom and Pratt ſcon decided the cafe, 
And Wilkes was diſcharg'd without guilt or diſgrace. 


O Mert Liberty, &c. 


Triumphant they bore him along thro” the cro:d, 

From true Engliſh voices Joy eccho'd aloud ; 

A fig then for 5a wney his malice is vain, 

We have Wilkes — aye and Wilkes has hs freedom age in. 
O brave Liberty Wilkes ard Live:ty. 
Cid Engliſh Libtety O! 


IF HEDLEY; 


1E Gentlemen o England that live at home 2t eaſe, 
Liule do you thiak upon the Canger of the (eas, | 
> G Girg 
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Give e'er unto the marriners and they will plainly ſhew, 
All the cares and the fears when the ſtormy winds to. 
Blow blow thou winter's wind thou art not fo unkind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind 
As ſrisky Sue Willfieet was fat at her ſtall, 
ſurrounded with filb and the devil and all, 
A Monſfier yon futre in the intrim came by, 
At fiſh and at fleſh he catt a ſheep: eye. 
At pretty Mit; let me kiſs thoſe pouting rubies, 
Sacra dieu how charmirg, Heavens how alarming, 
Are your litile b»bb es. 
Day fill me vid deſite fait I'm al. 
In the downs the flee: ivy mocr'd, 
The ſtrea mers waving in tie wind, 
W hen black ey'd Suſar cam» on board. 
Oh! what will become ot cor Darby Machone, 
That's come al! the way (rom the cou>ty tyrone, 
To get h m a ſervice bat faith can get none, 
Caſe why ſhou'd we quzrre! for r:ches, 
Or ac; ſuch glittering tovs, 
A light heart and a tt11 pair of brezches goes. 
Thro' the wood ladie, thr,” the wood ladie, 
Thro' the wood thro the weed thro” the wood ladie, 
Now dowey | fig*. 
For bra Ichnny Bo was a bonny muckle mas, 
Fra' Scotland he came wich his broad tword in hand, 
He came at the head 
Of all the trades from eaſt to weſt the coblers paſt contending, 
Ts like ia time to prove the beſt, when ev'ry day he's mending; ; 
How great his pra.ie who can amend the ſoles of all his neighbours, 
Nor is unmindful of his end but to his laſt 
He fings an old ſong mace d / an old ancient pate, 
Of an old right warſhigful gentieman of a very good eſtate, 
Who kept a good houſe at a bountiful rate, 
And an old pc cter to relieve, 
The fine brims who of }:te were fo dreſt, 
Who each night along fleet ſtreet do firay, 
With Poger and Nell with Sim kia and Bell, 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
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— end brnccinn tn rhaf Era” 
akin how bas 


For Ceres bids (lay and holliday, 
To celebrate harveſt * 


Air tn M A Y. 


yy axron May with comely grace, 
Invites our footſteps o'er the green, 
Melting eaves the amoro'< icence : 
The woodlarks ſoſt harmonious lay, 
Wakes Scho — to the ct:irms of May. 


The fteepy mound now fertile grows, 
And ſmiling gus d t de flow'ry plain, 
Sweet odour ev'ry ſh-v > beſtows, 
Refreſh'd by ſprings prolific rain: 
From ftately oak the gur: lng dove, 
Proclaims blych M. the monch of love. 


Then guard well your hearts with prudence ye fair, 
Nor promi:es'only rely. 

With falacy men draws you into a ſnare, 

Then ſcorntfully 3:4 you good bye. 


A new 8 0 N G. 


IN 2 more fill my en wick the charms of the vale, 

Such Med cine's too weak for relief; 

When love hop'd for love I could pleas'd hear the tale, 
But loſt, What can baniſh my grief, 


The efforts of reaſon affords me no eaſe, 
Which ofte ['ve call'd to my aid; 

In vain ev*ry power to lull the diſeaſe, 
Wich loves raging tortures have made. 
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"Tis n 
To leſſen the weignt of deſpair 

And none can preſcribe it but — and fools, 
Whole hearts are too callous for care. 


In vain is the force of phy ſical art, 
For the Latent dieaie of the mind, 
Tis nature at once can ſecure the heart, 
And ſhe but by forming us blind. 


AA MEDLEY. 


HERE was a jolly miller once liv'd on the river dee, 
He work d and ſung from morn till night no laik more 
(blyth than he 
And this the burthen of his ſong for ever us'd to be. 
Pretty Polly ſay, when I was away, 
Did your fancy ever ſtray 
Thro' a'! the employments of life. 
Each reighbour abuſes his brother. 
W hore and rogue they call hysband and wife, 
Each profeſſion erogue: one another, 
The prieſt calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer beknares the divine, 
Aud the flateſmzn becauſe he's fo great, 
T links his trade*> as honeſt 
As the formal phyfician who knows ev'ry ill, 
Sia) at laſt be procuc'd in his claſs, 
Te patient # while will confide in his <kill, 
TI dcath proves the doctor 
n od woman cloathed in grey, 
oe daughter was charming and young. 
And te wa deluded away by 
Yourg et ephon who went e her gay to the wake, 
For ſome huck emeboff or a g rgerbierd cake, 
B.. aye he was 1030.44 ard hoonh and joliy. 
When on the gay green he d. kiver'd 
The Cherokee nps are much {fir ard [weeter, 
Their touch more | cd ard their K. les re plgtor, 
The 
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The fair ones agree nay I mean not to flatter, 

For who like the ladies can judge of 
Two goddeſſes ſtanding together 

Thus puzzled young Paris one day, 

How ſhou'd ke tell the value cf either. 

How ſhou'd he tell the vaiue of either 
When out of breath mamma came running, 
Thinking to ſhare poor Nancys fate, 

_ But the young Jade had got more cunning* 
Cry'd out mamma you've come too late. 
For he's got in my down down and a derry, 
Got in my down down derry down. 


Shepherds Wedding, a new Song. 


YE ſwains who reap the ripen'd corn, 
And with ſwert mel dy bail the che mo n, 
Your ſcikles lay afide ; 
Hence labour: preſſive hand away, 
> » In rural paſtimes ſpend the day, 
| To hail the new made bride 


With roſes deck the Jeſſ mine bowers, 
Beftr2w the verdant mead with flowers, 
That Phebe paſs along ; 

Hark hark the feather'd race on wing, 
To love's ſlrong impu'te warbling fing, 


Then fill ye ſwains the tuneful reed 

Let art with nature vie, 

Nor let the ſhrill ton'd lark exceed ; 
Our paitoral harmony, 

And blith as may morning, 

(When nature looks charming“ 

The damſels ſhall dance on the green; 

For with beauty replete, 

1 he fair Phebe we greet, 

and crown her our paſtoral Queen, 
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V 
Amid ten touſand of his loving ſubjects, 4 very fine ab 


my vord, 

Dere you ſee d e fire fireworks and oonfires and hear de bella io ring 
At de acceſſion of a great a good a wile and an Engliſh King 

All ſo natural as de life, 


De next ting dat you ſee is his grandfaders wife counſellors all 
'about 
Bat he fay begar you will no do for me ſo he turn dem all out 
Dare you ice de great Mr Pitt turn out for de Jack Boot, 
Vnch put de nacion in a very great paſſion without deſpute, 
All fo natural as de life, 


Dare you fee de young man have more ceconomy den his grand- 
( fader, 
By having no vine in his cellar nor no mutton in his larder, 
Daze you ſer all de ſervants of de gocd old King 
Tern off or put to board wages a very gcod ting 
All io netural as de life, 


Now yo fee de Queen Charlotte all ſo great and fo fine, 
Come here to make heirs of de great Bruntwick line, 

Ard now you ſee dat fight of fights de coronation, 

V ich is allow'd to be de fineſt ever knwon in dis nation, 


All ſo natural as de life, 


De next ting you ſee de City of Londons fine ſhew, 
To rich ce Kg and all de royal family do go, 
Dee you ſee de fire flags and de man in armour do ride. 
80 fne a fight begar no Citz ſhow in all the world beſide, 
All ſo natural as Ce life 


De next ting you — of Shiv a very fine boy 
Dis ao doubt g:ve ce people vet) mech Joy, 
Dere 
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Dere you ſee de vine and decakes given away on de occaſion 


A very great proof of de Scotch oeconomy in dis frugal nation, 
All fo natural as de life, 


Dere you ſee de proclamation of peace and de end of de war, 
So glorious a fight it make every body ſtare, 
Dere you fee de Tallowchandlers all fad on that fight. 
Becauſe de peoples Joy make dem ſorget to put out de lights. 
Alla naturat as de life 


Dere you he de firſt fruits of dis fine peace ariſe. 
A terrible monſter which is call d the cyder exciſe, 
Dere you fee de countryman take in de hand de Ax 
To cut down de apple trees rather den pay the Tax 
All (o natural as de life. 


Now you ſee de Jack Boot exalted to ſuch a pitch, 
Dat de nation be ia a fright for fear dey do catch de itch, 
Dere you fee de great Mr. . put de pen to paper, 
And write the North Briton, which put de Boot ta à great vapoar 
All fo natural as de he 


No you ſee all the nation in ſuch a great pother, 


Dat de Jack Boot think fit to leave his ace ta ſame other. 

Dere you fee him behind the curtain make believe he's gone, 

But tis very well known all de while he prompts dem every one 
All ſo natural as de liſe. 


De next vou fee de North Briton make thoſe fo mad in por 
Dat dey break open Mr. Wes ho e ant ferd him wo de Tuwer 
Dere you ſee Lord Temple a2 „other great men, 
Go to ſee him, but begar cy wou A not let dem in, 

All ſo nainral as de liſe. 


Dere you {-e de huzz3 of Ce gueat and de ſmall, 
He is carried hefare de judges at Welminiter Hall, 
Dere you fe2 de great-putr:ot undaunted ſtand. 
And (ay he no care for any Scotch raical io the land. 
All fo natural as de life, 
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Dert vou fee him e e *> the T owe, 
To be confind for wiat & lf bn ae. ds more, 
Nere you lee him bon t 0 det a½ο⁹ſn⁰ 7 t. », 


But becauie dey did not know vat to C u vn, 


"__ 


as pail a: Se life. 


De nex ting you ſee Will Hoparth pub. b de print 
But he forgot his own puggy noſe when 1.2 made him ſquint, 
Dee you ice de great Mr. Churchill write de tarire Fpiftle, 
Which made Hogarth ſo mad that be did cut his uh. file. 
All fo catutal as ce life. 


pw begar yeu {et Mr Wilkes choſen member for Middleſex, 
turn out de great Proftor, whickjmake him very much ver 
you {ee de Cities of London and Wettminſter vid illumati ons 
Vuch put all de great folks in very great conſternation, 


8 All ſo nacaral as de life. 


New you lee bim once more in England free, 
While all ce people cry out Wilkes and 


— mines of the Manſon Houſe and Jack bers. 


Becauſe de Eoglih wear dey will not wear de Scotch 
All ſo naturb ade lifes 


— fnio@p Windirue Cupect de andemtagy ; 
Oi de life gvards and de light guards and de horte guards blue. 
Dere you ſee dem pay de grand ſalute to Je King, 

And row ladies and geaclemen you've ſcen my Gallante Snew 


(ard ev ry ting, 


All fo natural as & lie 


Y 


